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Within  his  soul  are  singing  birds, 
And  diamond  thoughts  and  golden  words, 
Mountains  and  meadows,  lowing  herds, 
Within  his  soul. 

— Loveman. 
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THE  BORDERLAND   OF 
HEAVEN 

N  looking  back  along  the  line  of  years  forever  gone, 
My  memory  loves  to  linger  and  fondly  dwell  upon 
A  picture  which  is  framed  with  gems  of  rarest,  purest 

hue, 
Reflecting  all  along  the  way  an  influence  good  and 

true; 

A  picture   towering  grand  and  high  like   some  old 

beacon  light, 
And  shedding  far  across  life's  sea  its  rays  so  pure 

and  bright; 
A  guiding  star,  it  ever  shines  in  life's  bright  morning 

sky, 
Pointing  the   way   to   Bethlehem's  star,   where   love 

shall  never  die. 

It  is  a  picture  of  a  land  down  by  the  Eastern  sea, 

Where  silvery  waves  roll  up  the  sand  with  nymph- 
like melody; 

Where  murmurings  from  pearly  caves  mingle  with 
songs  of  earth 

And  echo  back,  in  cadence  sweet,  the  love-songs  of 
the  hearth. 

[9] 


"It  is  a  picture  of  a  land  down  by  the  Eastern  sea." 

The  wild  birds  built  their  downy  nests  in  this  loved 

mossy  glen, 
And  sang  the  songs  that  cheer  the  breasts  of  hopeless, 

sinful  men. 
And  through  the  valleys  by  the  sea  they  scattered 

joys  abroad ; 
I  learned  to  profit  by  their  ways,  —  those  messengers 

of  God. 

The  ocean  spray  kissing  at  morn  the  shining,  silvery 

sand, 
Whispered  a  message  of  good  cheer  that  all  might 

understand. 
It  sang  to  me  a  song  of  Hope  —  a  glorious  melody  — 
That  earth  is  but  a  shadow  of  the  Land  that  is  to  be. 
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The  moss-rose  and  the  eglantine,  the  violets  blue  and 
pale, 

That  kissed  the  balmy  cheek  of  Spring  down  in  this 
mystic  vale ; 

The  hoary  cliffs  which  proudly  stood  to  guard  the 
murmuring  sea 

Communed  with  mountain  vale  and  flood,  of  immor- 
tality. 

Oh!  land  of  childhood,  sacred  land,  where  hope  and 

trust's  first  given, 
Thou   art  the  Paradise  of    God,  the  borderland   of 

Heaven. 


["I 


"■Just  to  ramble  by  the  moonlight. 

Where  the  Manzanita  grows." 
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WHERE    THE   MANZANITA 
GROWS 

Where  the  Sacramento  River 

Ripples  o'er  its  golden  bed, 
Where  the  moss-rose  fills  the  breezes 

With  its  perfume  overhead, 
It  is  there  I  love  to  wander, 

When  all  nature  's  in  repose, 
For  I  love  the  Sacramento, 

Where  the  Manzanita  grows. 

There  is  gold  down  in  the  valley, 

And  there  's  gold  upon  the  hill ; 
There  are  birds,  and  flowers,  and  sunshine, 

There  is  laughter  in  each  rill. 
Oh!  it 's  joyous  in  the  evening, 

When  the  dew-drops  kiss  the  rose, 
Just  to  ramble  by  the  moonlight, 

Where  the  Manzanita  grows. 

There  is  beauty  in  the  sunset 

As  it  fades  beyond  the  sea ; 
There  is  glory  in  the  mountains 

Rising  grandly  wild  and  free. 
Here  's  the  garden  where  God's  angels, 

When  the  final  trumpet  blows, 
Shall  receive  earth's  true  and  faithful, 

Where  the  Manzanita  grows. 
[i3l 
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MAY  AND  GLO 

May  and  Glo  are  two  little  maidens : 

May  you  will  know  by  her  dark  brown  hair; 

Glo  you  can  tell  by  her  sweet  face,  laden 
With  purity  traced  with  angelic  care. 

May  has  a  face  like  a  Grecian  goddess, 

Eyes  as  dark  as  Egyptian  night. 
Glo  has  eyes  that  reflect  the  shadows 

Born  in  the  land  of  eternal  night. 

May  has  a  grace  and  queenly  bearing, 

Angels  alone  with  her  can  vie ; 
The  wild  moss-rose,  its  heaven-garb  wearing, 

Blushes  crimson  as  she  goes  by. 

May  could  grace  a  monarch's  palace, 
With  knights  and  nobles  in  her  train ; 

And  nectar  deep  in  the  golden  chalice ; 
Radiant  smiles  on  her  brow  would  reign. 

With  gentle  Glo,  in  a  home  of  sorrow, 
Sorrow  and  pain  would  flee  away, 

And  angels  celestial  come  to  borrow 
Joy  from  a  soul  a  tenant  in  clay. 
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When  the  morn  rises  up  in  its  beauty, 

And  night  has  fled  away, 
I  breathe  a  sigh  to  the  memory 

Of  dark-eyed,  radiant  May. 

When  the  day-star,  a-weary,  has  hidden 
His  face  from  the  world  below, 

I  breathe  a  prayer  to  the  King  of  Heaven, 
To  bless  my  humble  Glo. 


[i5l 
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THE  NYMPH   OF   SAN  RAFAEL 

In  San  Rafael  by  the  ocean, 

That  village  so  dear  to  me, 
Where  songs  of  birds  in  cadence  swell 

To  the  murmurings  of  the  sea. 

There  the  hazy  mists  of  the  breakers. 

Wake  the  violets  with  kisses  at  morn  — 
It  was  there. that  my  love  with  sunlit  hair 

Midst  the  mists  and  the  blossoms  was  born. 

A  mermaid  came  up  from  the  ocean 
With  pearls  in  her  sea-green  hair, 

But  the  waves  stole  away  in  the  twilight 
And  lo,  a  sea-nymph  stood  there. 

The  daisies,  the  pinks,  and  pansies 
Robed  her  with  blossoms  they  chose ; 

The  breezes  they  fanned  her  with  perfume 
Till  her  cheeks  were  as  fair  as  the  rose. 

The  sun  kissed  her  tresses  in  rapture, 
Till  they  shone  like  burnished  gold, 

Then  the  hills,  the  streams,  and  the  mountains 
Declared  she  was  heavenly  in  mould. 

This  is  the  story  they  told  me 

Of  the  birth  of  my  love  so  true, 
For  I  asked  the  mountain  daisy, 

And  talked  with  the  violets  blue. 
[16] 
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The  breezes,  they  whispered  it  to  me 

In  their  low,  confiding  way, 
And  the  silvery  sands  the  secret  told 

As  they  clung  to  the  quivering  spray. 

The  wild  birds  sang  in  the  leaflets 

Till  their  chantings  filled  the  air, 
And  the  stories  they  told  from  their  beaks  of  gold 

Were  all  of  my  lady  fair. 

And  oft  at  eve,  as  we  ramble 

Together,  my  love  and  I, 
I  see  her  smile  as  she  listens 

To  the  sea's  wild  lullaby. 

Then  I  know  it 's  the  voice  of  her  kinfolk, 

Calling  her  back  to  the  sea, 
The  weird  songs  of  nymphs  of  the  sea-caves, 

Luring  her  back  to  the  sea. 

But  our  hearts  they  are  linked  as  the  cable 
Of  ships  that  go  out  with  the  tide, 

And  the  songs  of  sea-nymphs  are  unable 
To  change  the  true  heart  of  my  bride. 

So  I  know  that  the  songs  from  the  ocean 
Sung  by  pearly-decked  nymphs  in  their  glee, 

Cannot  change  her  pure  heart  of  devotion, 
Far  purer  than  gems  of  the  sea. 
[17] 
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Yet  in  dreams  in  the  sea-caves  we  ramble, 
Or  dance  with  the  mermaids  so  free, 

Where  sorrow  's  a  story,  a  fable, 

In  the  pearl-glistening  caves  of  the  sea. 


[18 


"New  England,  dear  Mew  England.  " 

NEW  ENGLAND 

New  England,  dear  New  England, 

Fondly  I  dream  of  thee ! 
Where  smiling  old  Penobscot 

Flows  proudly  to  the  sea ; 
Where  cliffs  of  stern  Katahdin 

Frown  down  on  vales  of  green, 
And  Androscoggin's  waters 

Flow  on  the  hills  between. 


I  love  thee !  truly  love  thee ! 

And  oft  in  fancy's  dreams, 
I  climb  again  thy  mountains, 

And  float  upon  thy  streams. 
Thy  vales  to  me  are  fairer, 

Thy  dells  more  dear  I  hold, 
Than  all  this  western  wonderland, 

With  all  its  wealth  of  gold. 
[19] 


"Where  cliffs  o)  stern  Katahdin 

Froivn  down  on  vales  oj  green." 


Thou  art  the  land  of  childhood  — 

Childhood  with  all  its  mirth, 
Childhood  with  all  its  innocence. 

Before  we  learn  of  earth : 
A  paradise  celestial 

Childhood  shall  ever  be, 
A  land  remote,  unchanging, 

Earth's  immortality. 

Old  Plymouth,  by  the  waters 

Where  first  our  fathers  trod, 
'T  was  there  they  found  a  haven 

Where  they  could  worship  God. 
There  first  the  seed  was  planted, 

There  first  the  seed  was  sown, 
That  bore  the  noblest  heritage 

The  world  has  ever  known. 
[20] 
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Columbia's  starry  banner 

In  embryo  first  defied 
The  tyrant  host  that  met  our  brave 

On  Bunker's  bloody  side ; 
And  Stark  with  his  Green  Mountain  Boys 

That  tyrant  host  withstood, 
Until  the  grasses  neath  their  feet 

Ran  crimson  with  their  blood. 

From  Lexington  and  Concord, 

Through  many  a  vanished  year, 
Ring  down  the  cheers  of  heroes 

Who  answered  Paul  Revere, 
Tho'  silent  are  their  voices, 

And  mouldering  dust  they  lie, 
Their  graves  are  living  monuments 

Of  "men  who  never  die." 


"Where  first  our  fathers  trod." 
[21] 
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New  England,  dear  New  England, 

Shall  ever  be  my  theme! 
Of  thy  fair  hills  and  valleys 

I  shall  forever  dream. 
Although  I  wander  lonely 

Far  from  thy  sunlit  dells, 
To  sing  thy  praises  only 

With  pride  my  bosom  swells. 


"Columbia's  starry  ban  net- 
In  embryo  first  defied." 

[22j 


"And  Androscoggin 's  waters 

Flow  on  the  hills  between." 


While  Freedom's  flag  shall  flutter 

Its  folds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
While  freedom's  sons  shall  utter 

Their  shouts  of  liberty, 
The  story  of  thy  glory, 

New  England,  shall  be  told 
By  sons  and  sages  hoary, 

A  tale  that 's  never  old ! 


[23] 


"Old  Plymouth,  by  the  waters." 


[24] 


MINNEHAHA 

Laughing  Water 

Joyous,  laughing  Minnehaha ! 

Singing,  dancing  all  the  day, 
With  a  life  that  seems  as  happy 

As  a  little  child  at  play. 

Why  the  red  men  thought  thee  laughing, 
One  could  hardly  fail  to  guess ; 

For  thy  face  is  ever  smiling, 
In  its  sunlit  rainbow  dress. 
[25] 
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Well  I  love  to  sit  and  ponder 
Underneath  thy  wild  cascade, 

Where  the  paleface  found  a  refuge 
From  the  red  men's  ruthless  blade. 

Yet  an  undertone  of  sorrow 
Swells  the  music  of  thy  song ; 

'T  is  a  voice  of  lamentation 
For  an  ever  vanished  throng. 

Once  they  listened  to  thy  music, 
Danced  their  war-dance  in  thy  glen, 

Chased  the  stag  in  vale  and  woodland, 
Thoughtless,  wild,  untutored  men. 

Here  the  dauntless  Hiawatha 

Wooed  and  won  thy  fairest  flower, 

Fairest  of  Dakotah's  daughters, 
In  the  arrow-maker's  bower. 

And,  thou  lov'st  them,  Laughing  Water, 
Dearer  than  thy  silver  spray : 

Swarthy  son  and  dusky  daughter, 
Children  and  companions,  they. 

But  no  more  thy  shores  shall  echo 
To  their  wild,  untutored  song, 

For  thy  shores  and  vales  of  beauty 
To  a  nobler  race  belong. 
[26] 
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Sigh  no  more,  sweet  Laughing  Water ! 

Though  thy  red  sons  are  no  more, 
Nobler  men  and  fairer  daughters 

Fill  the  land  from  shore  to  shore. 

O !  Columbia,  land  of  freedom ! 

Land  of  sunshine,  brooks,  and  flowers, 
Sing  its  praises,  herald  its  beauties, 

Shout,  ye  sons!     This  land  is  ours! 

Waving  plains  and  lofty  mountains, 
Smiling  glens  and  purling  streams, 

Laughing  waters,  singing  fountains, 
Fairer  than  a  land  of  dreams. 

Dance  and  sing  in  all  thy  glory! 

Laughing  Water  ever  be! 
For  thy  name,  in  song  and  story, 

Echoes  forth  from  sea  to  sea. 


[27I 
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MY  NEW  ENGLAND   HOME 

I  've  wandered  far  in  sunny  lands, 

O'er  hill  and  valleys  fair, 
By  pearly  shores,  o'er  golden  sands, 

Earth's  jewels  wild  and  rare. 
Where  lofty  mountains  rose  to  view 

Decked  fair  in  summer's  bloom, 
But  none  so  fair  as  those  I  knew 

In  my  New  England  home. 

I  've  climbed  the  mighty  barriers  high 

Along  the  Great  Divide, 
Where  mountains  wild  salute  the  sky, 

Great  monarchs  in  their  pride ; 
Still  from  among  such  glorious  scenes 

My  thoughts  afar  did  roam, 
By  mossy  dells  and  purling  streams 

In  my  New  England  home.  , 

I  've  roamed  across  the  boundless  plain 

By  wild  Missouri's  stream,  I 

And  where  Dakota's  golden  grain  !  . 

Waves  in  the  sunlit  beam ; 
And  where  in  majesty  and  might 

The  Yukon  waters  roll, 
By  hills  and  vales  of  pure  delight, 

O'er  sands  of  virgin  gold; 

[28]    ^ 


"Along  the  Great  Divide." 

Yet  still  my  heart  was  far  away 
With  friends  that  I  had  known, 

The  true  hearts  of  my  childhood's  day 
In  my  New  England  home. 

In  Minnehaha's  laughing  dell 

I  've  rambled  day  by  day, 
Where  Hiawatha  loved  to  dwell 

And  Laughing  Water  play. 

In  lands  of  sunshine,  lands  of  flowers, 
By  smiling  dells  and  streams, 

I  've  passed  life's  dearest,  happiest  hours 
Dreaming  life's  sweetest  dreams. 

But  I  shall  tread  those  vales  no  more, 
Nor  in  those  wild  dells  roam  ; 

My  childhood's  land  I  still  adore, 
My  own  New  England  home. 

[29] 
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A  LAMENT  FOR   SUMMER 

Where  is  the  glorious  summer  gone  — 
The  days  we  loved  so  well? 

There  's  not  a  flower  the  hills  upon 
Nor  in  the  sylvan  dell. 

The  downy  wings  of  winter  spread 

Across  our  fertile  plains, 
And  all  of  summer's  charms  have  fled, 

For  not  a  flower  remains; 


The  little,  gentle  babbling  brook, 
That  glistened  in  the  sun 

No  longer  loves  the  sunny  nook, 
But  swiftly  rushes  on. 
[30] 
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The  little  bird  so  blithe  and  gay 

That  loved  to  chirp  and  sing 
Now  sits  and  shivers  all  the  day, 

Its  head  beneath  its  wing. 

And  all  the  charms  of  the  springtime 

And  smiling  joys  of  summer, 
Have  vanished  with  the  autumn's  prime 

Before  the  frosty  comer. 

Sweep  on,  sweep  on,  ye  wings  of  time! 

Bring  back  the  golden  hours, 
The  singing  birds,  the  brook's  sweet  chime, 

The  sunshine  and  the  flowers. 


[31] 
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RECOLLECTIONS 

Long  years  have  passed  since  last  I  saw 

Thy  sweet,  angelic  face, 
But  well  do  I  remember, 

And  each  feature  I  can  trace : 
The  laughing  eyes,  the  golden  hair  — 

I  think  I  see  thee  now, 
As  pure  and  fair  as  when  I  loved 

To  kiss  your  cheek  and  brow. 

O,  many  have  the  changes  been 

Since  those  bright  days  of  old, 
And  many  hearts  have  been  estranged 

And  many  still  and  cold. 
Our  dearest  and  our  purest  friends 

Have  passed  across  the  stream, 
While  you  and  I  are  left  awhile 

To  dream  life's  hazy  dream. 

The  ones  we  loved  in  early  youth, 

Who  wandered  by  our  side, 
Who  played  with  us  down  in  the  glen, 

Or  on  the  green  hillside ; 
Who  dried  our  tears  and  shared  our  pain 

When  sorrow  came  our  way : — 
The  loved  ones,  oh!  the  loved  and  lost, 

Their  graves  are  green  to-day. 
[32] 
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You  dwelt  down  in  the  little  cot 

Near  by  the  river  side ; 
Where  oft  we  rambled  in  the  morn 

And  at  the  evening  tide. 
We  built  our  castles  in  the  air 

That  vanished  long  ago ; 
For  joys  we  dreamed  our  lives  would  share, 

Our  hearts  shall  never  know. 

For  twenty  years  I  Ve  wandered 

Far  from  the  woodland  wild 
Where  first  I  saw  the  light  of  day 

And  gamboled  when  a  child ; 
Yet  still  those  scenes  of  early  youth 

Are  dearer  to  my  heart 
Than  all  the  wealth  that  honors  bring 

Or  untold  joys  impart. 

And  oft  I  long  for  those  bright  days, 

The  earthly  paradise ; 
To  stray  once  more  thy  steps  beside 

And  listen  to  thy  voice  — 
To  tread  the  paths  we  loved  so  well 

And  cull  the  blooming  flowers 
That  grew  for  us  down  in  the  dell 

In  happy  childhood  hours. 


[33] 
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THE  BROOK 

Sweet,  O  sweet  is  the  babbling  brook 

As  it  gently  ripples  by, 
With  whispering  song  and  placid  look 

And  low,  pathetic  sigh. 

I  sit  at  eve  by  my  window  sill 

Till  the  twilight  shadows  gray 
Stoop  gently  down  to  kiss  the  rill 

That  glides  on  its  busy  way. 

It  sings  to  me  of  years  long  fled, 
When  the  dark-eyed  Indian  maid 

With  her  bronze-faced  warrior  lightly  sped, 
Or  sat  by  its  flowery  shade. 

Ere  came  the  white  man  o'er  the  sea 

To  mar  their  sylvan  joy, 
They  dreamed  their  dreams  of  love  so  free, 

Thy  laughing  waters  by. 

Glide  on,  glide  on,  sweet  whispering  stream, 

With  tales  of  love  and  time ; 
I  must  leave  thee  soon  for  a  brighter  dream, 

In  a  far-off,  unknown  clime.  . 

This  lesson,  though,  is  mine  this  day: 

We  must  ever  our  duty  do ; 
Like  thee,  fair  stream,  pass  on  our  way, 

Till  our  earthly  mission's  through. 
[34J 
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A   BONNIE   WEE   MAID 

I  know  a  wee  maiden  with  golden  hair, 

But  her  name  I  never  will  tell; 
Ah !  no ;  Ah !  no ;  I  never  would  dare, 
Lest  some  one  should  come  all  unaware, 
And  bear  her  away  his  home  to  share 
In  some  far-away  fairy  dell. 

The  forest  elves  are  dying,  I  know, 

To  choose  her  for  their  queen ; 
And  a  mermaid  sang  by  the  sea  all  day ; 
She  thought  she  could  surely  spirit  away 
My  bonnie  wee  maid,  with  her  mystic  lay, 
To  dwell  in  a  castle  of  coral  and  spray 
Far  under  the  ocean  sheen. 

A  redbreast  robin,  he  sat  and  sang 

A  song  from  the  old  oak  tree, 
And  the  song  that  he  sang  was  all  about 
A  land  where  the  daylight  never  goes  out  — 
Where  happy  children  sing  and  shout 

Through  their  life  of  infinite  glee. 

He  thought  my  maid  with  golden  hair 

Would  join  his  avistic  throng, 
And  fly  away  to  that  radiant  land 
Wherever  the  smiles  of  the  sunshine  bland 
Bring  youth  and  joy  to  that  happy  land 

And  life  is  a  joyous  song. 
[35] 


"In  some  jar-away  fairy  dell." 
And  that  is  the  reason  I  never  will  tell 

The  name  of  this  maid  of  mine, 
And  I  '11  build  a  castle  of  gems  and  gold, 
With  moat  and  tower  and  strong  watch-fold 
Where  we  shall  dwell  like  kings  of  old, 

And  our  life  shall  be  life  divine ! 

And  no  one  shall  know  where  my  castle  stands 

Except  my  wee  maid  and  me ; 
And  the  forest  elves  may  go  and  adore 
The  mermaid  that  sang  by  the  wild  seashore, 
For  my  bonnie  wee  maid  they  shall  see  no  more, 

And  the  robin  can  sing  from  his  tree. 
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JIM   AND   I 

Jim  and  I,  we  lived  together, 

In  the  days  gone  by, 
In  a  valley  by  the  river, 

Jim  and  I. 

Those  were  days  I  well  remember, 

Long,  long  years  ago. 
Many  a  cold  and  bleak  December, 

Wintry  days  of  snow ; 

Many  a  springtime  white  with  blossoms, 

Golden,  sunny  days, 
He  and  I  in  the  old  valley 

Lived  in  childhood's  ways. 

When  the  springtime  filled  the  woodland 

With  its  sunny  smiles, 
How  our  hearts  rejoiced  together! 

Rambling  through  the  wilds! 

But  the  days  of  happy  childhood 

Are  no  more,  no  more. 
Jim  is  sleeping  on  the  hillside 

By  the  shore. 

By  the  dear  old  rippling  river, 

Where  we  loved  to  play, 
And  I  'd  give  the  world  to-morrow 

For  one  day  . 
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Of  the  innocence  of  childhood 

That  was  ours 
In  the  days  long  since  departed 

With  the  flowers 

That  we  culled  down  by  the  river 

In  the  days  gone  by  — 
By  the  dear,  old,  rippling  river, 

Jim  and  I. 


"Away  by  the  purling  stream.''' 
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LONG   AGO 

I  've  wandered  to-day  to  the  hillside 

Away  by  the  purling  stream, 
Where  we  stayed  in  the  golden  autumn 

Amid  the  forest  sheen, 
Where  the  beech  and  the  lofty  maple, 

And  the  hazel  in  beauty  grow ; 
There  I  gathered  the  brown  leaves  off  the  trees 

With  you  so  long  ago. 

I  heard  the  wild  birds  singing 

Away  in  the  forest  bough ; 
And  I  saw  the  wild  flowers  springing, 

Along  the  mountain's  brow ; 
The  silver  streams  in  their  beauty 

Away  to  the  sea  did  flow  — 
And  I  sighed  for  the  presence  of  one  I  loved 

In  days  of  long  ago. 

And  now  I  stand  in  the  twilight, 

For  the  day  is  past  and  gone, 
To  dream  o'er  the  scenes  of  boyhood, 

And  joy  that 's  forever  flown. 
Though  the  whispering  breeze  re-echoes 

The  songs  that  I  loved  to  know, 
The  heart  of  the  singer  to  me  is  estranged 

Since  days  of  long  ago. 
[39] 
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MY  SWEETHEART 

The  turquoise  blue  of  the  heavens  is  the  azure   of 
her  eyes, 
Her  smile  is  the  smile  of  angels,  ere  man  from 
Eden  fell; 
Her  voice  is  low  and   tender,   as  the  turtle-dove's 
replies 
To  its  gentle  mate's  low  cooing,  down  in  the  haw- 
thorn dell. 

Her  step  is  as  light  as  the  leaflets  falling  in  autumn 
hours, 
Pressing  the  earth  as  gently  as  the  dewdrops  kiss 
the  rose, 
Or  the  violet's  fragrant  blossoms,  sweetest  of  all  the 
flowers, 
Drooping  at  eve  to  slumber,  in  nature's  calm  repose. 

Her  love  is  love  eternal,  the  love  that  never  dies, 
So  pure  and  true  and  tender,  unchanging  on  earth 
unknown ; 
The  love  of  angels  descending  from  ceaseless  peace 
of  the  skies, 
Like  homage  of  seraphs  celestial  who  rolled  from 
His  tomb  the  stone. 
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My  heart  was  filled  with  gladness  when  I  from  the 
others  she  chose, 
I,  that  was  only  mortal,  only  of  earth  a  part, 
A  blade  of  grass  by  the  wayside,  she  the  fragrant  rose, 
Filling  my  life   with  brightness,    the  love   of   her 
changeless  heart. 

Then  why  should  I  cease  to  worship  forever  at  her 
shrine, 

She,  so  loving  and  gentle,  she,  so  faithful  and  true  ? 
She,  with  soul  celestial ;  she,  with  heart  divine  ? 

I  shall  love  her  forever  on  to  the  life  anew. 
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MY   LOVE   OF   THE   LONG   AGO 

While  passing  along  life's  pathway, 

In  sorrow  and  darkness  drear, 
An  Angel  wandered  across  my  way ; 
And  the  light  of  his  presence  lit  up  the  day 
Like  the  golden  beams  of  the  sun's  bright  ray 

As  he  gladdens  our  earthly  sphere. 

From  the  realms  of  light  he  came,  I  knew  — 

From  the  land  where  angels  be ; 
The  pearly  gates  they  stood  ajar 
And  he  passed  adown,  while  the  evening  star 
Swung  out  its  light  on  the  silvery  bar 

That  rests  o'er  the  Western  sea. 

I  read  a  name  in  his  glorious  eyes  — 

A  name  that  he  gave  me  long  ago — 

And  a  story  he  told  me  long  ago; 
Then  I  knew  he  came  from  Paradise, 

The  land  of  the  crystal  sea, 
And  love  eternal  that  never  dies 

Was  the  love  he  gave  to  me 

When  we  parted  last,  where  the  moonbeams  rest 
By  the  purple  sea,  o'er  the  mountain's  crest, 
Where  the  sun's  last  ray  from  the  golden  west 
Kisses  the  murmuring  sea. 
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"I  came,"  he  said,  "from  the  city  fair 
That  stands  by  the  mystic  sea ; 
Since  the  long  ago  I  've  waited  there, 
But  my  soul  was  ever  with  thee. 

"  And  now  I  come  with  this  love  of  mine 
I  gave  thee  long  ago, 
When  earth  was  new  and  hearts  divine 
Communed  with  hearts  below. 

"  And  the  earth  may  fade,  and  the  stars  may  fall 
And  the  sun  forever  may  cease  to  shine, 
But  the  love  I  gave  thee  greater  than  all, 
Forever  and  ever  shall  be  thine. 

"  And  hand  in  hand  forever  more, 

We'll  wander  forth  by  the  crystal  sea, 
And  the  light  of  our  love  from  the  golden  shore 
Shall  guide  us  on  through  eternity." 
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TWILIGHT 

I  am  sitting  in  the  twilight, 

Ever  gazing  far  away, 
Where  the  evening  sun  is  sinking 

Down  behind  the  clouds  of  gray. 

And  its  fading  rays  reflecting 
Far  away  o'er  hill  and  stream 

Fill  the  land  with  radiant  beauty, 
Like  the  vision  of  a  dream. 

And  I  ponder  and  I  wonder, 
As  the  curtains  of  the  night 

Gently  fall  to  hide  the  glories 
Of  the  vision  from  my  sight. 
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Yes,  I  wonder  if  the  ages 

That  have  passed  away,  away, 

Held  the  same  enchanting  beauties 
That  have  charmed  my  soul  to-day ; 

If  the  glories  of  the  twilight, 
Resting  over  wood  and  wold, 

Fringing  leaf  in  vale  and  hillside 
With  their  tints  of  blue  and  gold, 

Touched  the  hearts  of  Nature's  children, 

As  they  listened  to  the  rill 
Echoing  back  to  whispering  voices 

From  the  valley  and  the  hill ; 

If  they  caught  one  ray  of  sunshine 
From  the  golden  gates  ajar, 

While  the  shadows  of  the  twilight 
Fanned  to  flame  the  evening  star ; 

If  the  sighing  winds  of  evening 

Bore  a  message  in  its  song 
From  the  land  of  the  Great  Spirit, 

From  the  happy  hunting  throng; 

If  the  souls  of  men  in  darkness 

Were  not  touched  by  Nature's  hand ; 

If  the  rills  and  flowers  and  sunset 
Spake  not  of  that  better  land. 
[45l 


POEMS • BY • E • F • ADAMS 

Yes,  the  rose  that  fades  with  twilight 
Tells  us  day  has  not  yet  dawned, 

And  the  whispering  winds  of  evening 
Tell  us  of  the  great  beyond. 

And  the  paintings  on  the  hillside 
And  the  streams  and  birds  and  flowers 

Whisper  in  angelic  murmurs 
Of  a  fairer  land  than  ours. 
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MY   CHILDHOOD'S   HAPPY 
HOME 

Oh!   there  is  a  spot  to  memory  dear, 

Far  dearer  than  earth  beside, 
Where  the  violets  blow  by  a  streamlet  clear 

That  flows  with  silvery  tide. 

There  first  in  spring  the  wild  birds  sing, 

And  first  the  roses  bloom ; 
Ah!   that  fairy  dell  that  I  love  so  well 

Is  childhood's  sunny  home. 

Though  far  away  from  my  childhood's  home, 

In  a  foreign  land  I  hie, 
My  thoughts,  how  oft  they  backward  roam, 

To  scenes  of  days  gone  by. 

By  the  babbling  brook  and  its  shady  nook 

I  wander  in  my  dreams ; 
And  the  hawthorn  glade,  where  oft  I  played. 

Far  dearer  to  me  seems. 

There  lambkins  play  on  the  green  hillside, 

And  birds  sing  blithe  and  gay, 
And  the  stream  flows  on  with  silvery  tide 

As  on  that  summer  day 
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When  I  bade  good-bye  with  tearful  eye 

To  the  home  I  loved  so  well. 
Oh,  that  sacred  spot  —  that  wildwood  cot 

Shall  e'er  in  memory  dwell! 


mm 


" Ah!   that  fairy  dell  that  I  love  so  well. 
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JUNE 

Of  all  the  daughters  of  the  year 

I  love  fair  June  the  best, 
So  full  of  hope  and  promises, 

In  purest  emerald  dressed. 

No  doubt  some  think  her  gaudy, 

Dressed  all  in  virgin  green, 
But  I  will  crown  her  queen  of  spring, 

And  homage  pay  my  queen. 

Let  others  love  her  sister  May 

Or  grave  October  mild ; 
Let  others  think  September 

The  fairest,  sweetest  child ; 

But  June  to  me  seems  fairer  far, 

So  full  of  life  and  bloom ; 
The  roses  wild  bedeck  her  robe 

At  morning,  night,  and  noon. 

The  wild  birds  sing  to  her  all  day 

In  anthems  full  of  praise ; 
The  whispering  winds  sigh  words  of  love 

Throughout  the  balmy  days. 

Her  words  of  hope  are  promises 

Of  golden  days  to  come  — 
The  wine  and  corn  of  nourishment 

To  cheer  the  Harvest  Home. 
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She  greets  us  at  the  morning  tide 
With  smiles  upon  her  brow ; 

In  woodland  dell  the  brook  beside 
She  wanders  even  now, 

Gladdening  the  hearts  of  forest  elves, 
Who  lightly  trip  the  green, 

Who  ever  hail  her  queen  of  spring, 
And  homage  pay  their  queen. 
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MY    MOTHER 

In  the  beautiful  olden  days 

That  have  gone  with  the  passing  years, 
I  see  a  picture,  a  dear,  fond  face, 

And  my  eyes  grow  dim  with  tears. 

It  hangs  on  memory's  wall, 
And  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain, 

For  I  long  to  kiss  that  dear,  sweet  face 
I  shall  never  kiss  again. 

I  see  her  again  in  the  old  arm-chair 

Where  she  sat  day  after  day, 
But  alas!  that  form  is  no  longer  there, 

From  whose  lips  I  learned  to  pray. 

And  the  touch  of  her  gentle  hand, 

As  she  patted  my  boyish  head, 
I  can  feel  again,  tho'  twenty  years 

She  's  numbered  with  the  dead. 

But  my  mother's  beautiful  face, 

As  she  sat  in  the  corner  there, 
Shall  be  to  me  a  guiding  star 

Through  sorrow  and  earthly  care. 

And  the  words  of  wisdom  and  love  she  spake 
Are  cherished  deep  in  my  heart, 

And  they  come  to  me  with  a  latent  power 
That  forms  of  my  life  a  part. 
[SO 
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OUR  SISTER 

Down  where  the  Salem  willows 

Wave  fair  in  the  sunlit  day, 
And  the  shining  ocean  billows 

Roll  up  in  silvery  spray ; 

Where  songs  of  birds  in  the  woodland 

Re-echo  o'er  hill  and  lea, 
There  lies  a  grave  in  the  churchyard 

Close  down  by  the  sounding  sea. 

'T  is  a  new-made  grave,  for  the  grasses 

Grow  not  o'er  the  coffin-lid, 
And  the  night  wind  sighs  as  it  passes 

The  spot  where  our  loved  one  's  hid. 

She  was  the  loved  of  the  household, 
The  fairest,  the  purest,  the  best, 

And  our  hearts  bowed  down  in  sadness 
When  we  laid  her  away  to  rest. 

In  her  tomb  by  the  murmuring  ocean 
She  's  sleeping  calmly  to-day, 

And  our  hearts  with  fond  devotion 
Can  only  watch  and  pray 

Till  the  morn  shall  break  in  its  gladness, 
For  he  said,  "I  will  come  again, 

That  where  I  am  ye  shall  be  also." 
Amen !    Amen !     A  men ! 
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SENT    WITH    A   PRESENT 

Although  a  little  token, 

It  bears  a  message  true, 
Sweet  words  that  are  unspoken, 

Sweet  words  that  angels  knew 
Before  the  birth  of  mortals, 

Before  the  golden  sun 
Rolled  on  its  way  majestic, 

Or  planets  had  begun. 
These  words  they  are  far  sweeter 

Than  all  the  songs  of  earth ; 
Far  sweeter  than  all  other  words 

That  thoughts  of  men  gave  birth. 
Words  that  dispelled  more  sorrow, 

Words  that  gave  hearts  more  joy 
Than  all  the  words  e'er  traced  by  pen 

Or  scanned  by  mortal  eye  — 
Words  that  have  priceless  meaning 

To  hearts  so  fond  and  true ; 
Love,  ponder  in  thy  dreaming  — 

These  words  are,  "I  love  you." 
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JOHN   BOYLE   O'REILLY 

He  's  dead!    He  's  dead!  the  hero  bold, 
Who  lived  for  freedom  grand ; 

That  noble  heart  is  still  and  cold, 
That  mourned  a  suffering  Land. 

The  heart  that  prayed,  in  dungeons  dark, 

For  freedom's  light  to  rest 
Upon  his  loved,  his  native  land, 

The  Emerald  of  the  West, 

No  more  shall  thrill  with  loyal  love 

For  Erin's  island  home, 
Bound  in  a  thraldom  dark  and  deep, 

With  strangers  on  her  throne. 

In  Britain's  isle  far  o'er  the  sea, 

He  wore  the  convict's  chain, 
Because  he  dared  to  love  the  free, 

And  tyrants'  laws  disdain. 

Not  tyrant's  bar  of  triple  steel, 
Nor  dungeons  dark  and  deep, 

Could  ever  chain  that  spirit  down 
While  Erin's  sons  do  weep! 

And  in  our  land  of  liberty, 

As  patriot,  exile,  bard, 
He  taught  the  earth  that  truth  and  right 

Are  mightier  than  the  sword. 
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His  name  shall  ever  cherished  be 
By  Freedom's  sons,  as  when, 

By  deeds  of  love,  he  wrote  his  name 
Upon  the  hearts  of  men. 
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william  Mckinley 

Columbia  bows  in  grief  to-day ; 

Her  cohorts  march  with  solemn  tread ;    . 
They  bear  her  best-loved  son  away 

To  lay  him  with  the  dead. 

His  work  is  done,  his  star  has  set 

To  rise  on  the  immortal  shore! 
His  name  the  earth  shall  ne'er  forget 

Till  time  shall  be  no  more. 

A  nation  mourns  beside  the  tomb 

That  holds  our  loved,  our  martyred  dead! 

A  nation's  flag  is  draped  in  gloom, 
A  nation's  tears  are  shed. 

Brother!     Of  never  dying  fame, 

Our  country's  Soldier,  Statesman,  Sage! 

At  rest!    There  is  no  prouder  name 
On  history's  golden  page. 

A  nation's  prayers,  a  nation's  tears 
For  thee  have  not  been  given  in  vain. 

Nearer  thy  God  through  endless  years, 
Thou  shalt  forever  reign. 
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ACROSTIC 

Ha!     Sweetest  blossom  in  the  dell, 
Ever  blooming  fair. 
Near  to  my  heart  forever  dwell, 
Radiant,  pure,  and  fair. 

I  shall  fore'er  be  brave  and  true! 
E'er  love  thee  day  by  day, 
Till  earth  shall  fade  and  skies  of  blue 
Together  pass  away. 

Always  watching  with  jealous  care, 
Toiling  for  thee  alone, 
Always  trusting  thy  face  so  fair, 
Dearest,  and  all  my  own  ; 

Always  brightening  each  passing  day. 
Many  a  form  has  grown  old  and  gray ; 
Sweeter  thine  hath  grown. 
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THERE'S  AN  ISLAND 
BELOVED 

There  's  an  Island  beloved  by  the  bravest  of  men, 
Tho'  in  exile  they  're  destined  to  roam, 

While  their  hearts  fondly  yearn  for  each  mountain 
and  glen 
In  their  far-away  Green  Island  home. 

They  are  sons  of  Old  Erin  who  wander  forlorn, 
While  a  stranger  now  reigns  on  their  throne ; 

And  the  flag  of  their  freedom  lies  tattered  and  torn, 
While  their  harp  hangs  in  silence  alone. 

Awake!     Sons  of  Erin,  why  slumber  so  long? 

Hear  ye  not  the  low  wail  o'er  the  sea? 
'T  is  the  weeping  of  children  in  bondage  so  strong, 

'T  is  the  mourning  of  hearts  to  be  free. 

Unfurl  your  torn  banner  again  to  the  breeze; 

Let  the  harp  and  the  shamrock  be  seen, 
And  drive  the  bold  tyrants  across  the  dark  seas, 

x\nd  reign  o'er  your  Island  of  Green. 


[58 


POEMS-    BY-    E-    F-    ADAMS 

ACROSTIC 

TO   MISS    CATHERINE    CRAWFORD 

Come,  Helicon's  devoted  Muse, 
And  tune  this  harp  of  mine, 
To  weave  an  anthem  and  diffuse 
Harmony  most  divine, 
Reminding  Nature  where  to  find 
Its  most  exquisite  gem. 
No  mortal  heart  could  e'er  enshrine 
Earth's  purest  diadem. 

Could  but  Golconda's  radiant  store 
Reflect  in  one  bright  stream, 
Ah!    It  could  not  be  pure  as  she 
Who  is  the  poet's  theme. 
For  from  those  deep,  dark,  earnest  eyes, 
One  smile  like  angels  wear 
Resplendent  as  the  morning  skies, 
Declare  perfection  's  there. 
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SONG,    THE  LITTLE    GREEN  ISLE 
O'ER  THE   SEA 

There 's  a  little  green  island  far  over  the  sea, 

That  I  oftentime  see  in  my  dreams; 
Its  mountains  and  valleys  are  fairer  to  me 

And  dearer  than  all  the  world  seems. 
'T  is  the  land  of  my  childhood,  't  was  there  I  was  born, 

And  there  I  lived  careless  and  free; 
There  the  close  of  the  day  was  as  fair  as  the  morn, 

In  that  little  Green  Isle  o'er  the  sea. 

Chorus 
My  heart  it  is  lonely,  and  sadly  I  long 

To  ramble  again  as  of  yore 
In  that  Island  of  Story  —  that  Island  of  Song 

Which  in  life  I  shall  never  see  more. 
But  its  praises  I  '11  sing  till  they  lay  me  to  rest, 

And  my  spirit  forever  is  free 
To  soar  back  again  to  the  Gem  of  the  West, 

That  little  Green  Isle  o'er  the  sea. 

'T  is  the  land  of  my  fathers  all  gone  to  their  rest, 

In  the  old  churchyard  over  the  hill, 
Their  souls  are  at  peace  in  the  land  of  the  blest. 

While  their  country  is  mourning  them  still. 
Oh!     It's  well  I  remember  old  Erin's  green  dells, 

With  rippling  streams  laughing  in  glee  —      [bells , 
There  the  shamrock  blooms  sweetly  amidst  heather 

In  that  little  Green  Isle  o'er  the  sea. 
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PRETTY  ROSEALEE 

SONG 

I  met  her  in  the  springtime,  pretty  Rosealee. 

Her  face  was  like  the  sunshine,  she  was  so  fair  to  see. 

She  sang  and  danced  so  lightly  she  stole  my  heart 

away; 
Her  step  it  was  as  sprightly  as  the  lambkins  at  their 
play. 

Chorus 

Oh,  pretty  Rosealee,  oh,  charming  Rosealee, 

My  heart  is  ever  longing  your  pretty  face  to  see. 

I  '11  meet  you  in  the  springtime  when  the  blossom  's 

on  the  tree 
And  love  you  just  as  tenderly,  my  pretty  Rosealee. 

Oh,  pretty  Rosealee,  oh,  charming  Rosealee, 

You  told  me  that  you  loved  me,  that  your  heart  be- 
longed to  me. 

I  'm  watching  for  your  coming  when  the  blossom  's 
on  the  tree, 

It 's    then    you    promised    to    be    mine,    my    pretty 
Rosealee. 

Chorus 

Oh,  pretty  Rosealee,  oh,  charming  Rosealee, 

My  heart  is  ever  longing  your  pretty  face  to  see. 

I  '11  meet  you  in  the  springtime  when  the  blossom  's 

on  the  tree, 
And  love  you  just  as  tenderly,  my  prettv  Rosealee. 
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